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The  taming  of  a  Shrew. 

[From  one  of  the  Sloane  M.S.S.  in  the  Britifli  Mufeum  (No.  1489). 
The  writing  of  Charies  the  firil's  time.j 


L  you  that  are  alTembled  heei^ 
Come  lifteh  to  my  Song, 
But  firft  a  pardon  I  muft  crave. 
For  feare  of  further  wrong; 
I  muft  entreat  thes  good  wyves  al 

They  wil  not  angrye  be. 
And  I  will  fing  a  merrye  Song, 
If  they  thereto  agree. 
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ECAUSE  the  Song  1  mean  to  fing, 

Doth  touch  them  moft  of  all, 
And  loth  I  were  that  any  one 

With  me  fliold  chide  and  brawle; 
I  have  anough  of  that  at  home. 

At  boarde,  and  eake  in  bed, 
And  once  for  finging  this  fame  Song 
My  Wyfe  did  breake  my  head. 
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UT  if  thes  good  Wyves  all  be  pleafed, 

And  pleafed  be  the  men, 
He  venture  one  more  broken  pate^ 

To  iing  it  once  agayne ; 
But  firft  He  tell  you  what  its  cald. 

For  feare  you  heare  no  more, 
'Tis  calde  the  Taming  of  a  Shrew, 

Not  often  fung  before. 
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ND  if  I  then  fliall  fing  the  reft, 
A  figne  I  needs  miift  have, 
Hold  but  your  finger  up  to  me, 

Or  f^ttUf  thats  al  I  crave; 
Then  wil  I  fing  it  with  a  harte, 

And  to  it  roundelye  goe, 
You  know  my  mynde,  now  let  me  fee 
Whether  I  flial  fing't  or  na 


Hem! 


ELL  then  I  fee  you  willing  are 


To  pleafure  all  thes  good  wyves  heire 

I  meane  to  do  my  beft, 
For  I  doe  fee  even  by  their  lookes 

No  hurte  to  me  they  thinke. 
And  thus  it  chancte  upon  a  tyme— 

(But  iirft  give  me  a  drinke.) 


That  I  fhall  fing  the  refte. 
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OT  long  agoe  a  luftye  lad 

Did  woo  a  livelye  lafs, 
And  long  it  was  before  he  cold 

The  wedding  bring  to  pafle: 
Yet  at  the  lenth  it  thus  fell  out 

She  granted  his  petition, 
That  flie  wold  be  his  wedded  wyfe, 

But  yet  on  this  condition. 
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HAT  flie  (hold  weare  the  breeches  on 
For  one  yeare  and  a  day. 
And  not  to  be  controld  of  him 

Whatfoere  flie'd  do  or  fay; 
She  rulde^  fhe  raigned,  (he  had  hir  wil, 

Even  as  flie  wold  require, 
But  marke  what  fell  out  afterwards. 
Good  wyves  I  you  defyre. 


ffie! 
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SHE  made  him  weary  of  his  lyfe, 
He  wiflite  that  death  wold  comeg 
And  end  his  myferye  at  once, 
Ere  that  the  yeare  was  run ; 
He  thought  it  was  the  longeft  yeare, 

That  was  fince  he  was  borne, 
But  he  cold  not  the  matter  mend. 
For  he  was  thereto  fworne* 
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YET  hath  the  longeft  day  his  date^ 
For  this  we  al  do  know. 
Although  the  day  be  neer  foe  long, 

To  even  foone  wil't  goe; 
So  fell  it  out  with  hir  at  lentb, 

The  yeare  was  now  come  out» 
The  fun,  and  moone,  and  all  the  ftarrea. 
Their  race  had  run  about. 


THEN  he  began  to  roufe  himfelfe, 
And  to  his  wife  he  faide, 
Since  that  your  raigne  is  at  an  end. 

Now  know  me  for  your  heade ; 
But  flie  that  had  borne  fwaye  fo  long 

Wold  not  be  under  brought. 
But  ftil  her  tounge  on  pattens  ran, 
Though  many  blowes  flie  caught. 


HE  bet  hir  backe,  he  bet  hir  fyde, 
He  bet  hir  blacke  and  blew, 

But  for  all  this  fiie  wold  not  mend, 
But  worfe  and  worfe  flie  grew; 

When  that  he  faw  (he  wolde  not  mend^ 
Another  way  wrought  hee, 

He  mewde  hir  up  as  men  mew  hawket, 
Where  noe  light  (he  cold  fee. 
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ND  kept  hir  without  meate  or  drinke 
For  four  dayes  fpace  and  more, 
Yet  for  all  this  flie  was  as  ill 
As  ere  flie  was  before; 
When  that  he  faw  flie  wold  not  men^ 

Nor  that  flie  wold  be  quiet, 
Neither  for  fl:roakes,  nor  locking  up, 
Nor  yet  for  want  of  dyet. 


E  was  almoft  at  his  wits  end. 
He  knew  not  what  to  doe, 
So  that  with  gentlenes  againe 
He  gane  his  wyfe  to  woo ; 
But  fhe  foone  bad  him  holde  his  peaeei 

And  fware  it  was  his  beft, 
But  then  he  thought  him  of  a  wyle 
Which  made  him  be  at  reft. 


HE  told  a  friend  or  two  of  his, 
What  he  had  in  his  mynde. 
Who  went  with  him  unto  his  houfe, 

And  when  they  all  had  dynde , 
Good  wyfe  (quoth  he)  thes  frends  of  mjme^ 

Come  hither  for  your  good, 
There  lyes  a  vayne  under  your  toung, 
Muft  now  be  letten  blooA 


THEN  flie  began  to  ufe  hir  tearmeSt 
And  rayled  at  them  faft. 
Yet  bounde  they  hir  for  all  hir  ftrentb, 
Unto  a  poaft  at  laft; 
And  let  hir  blood  under  the  toung. 

And  tho  (he  bled  full  fore, 
.  Yet  did  {he  rayle  at  them  as  fafl; 
As  ere  flie  raylde  before. 
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WELthen  (quothhe) thefaulte  I  fee, 
She  hath  it  from  hir  mother. 
It  is  hir  teeth  infeds  hir  toung> 
And  it  can  be  noe other; 
And  fince  I  now  do  know  the  caufe, 

Whatfoever  to  me  befaU, 
He  plucke  hir  teeth  out  of  hir  toung, 
Perhaps  hir  toung  and  all. 
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And  for  to  pluck  another  thenc^ 
He  quicklye  went  about 
But  then  (he  held  up  both  her  handfy 

And  did  for  mercye  pray, 
Protefting  that  againft  his  will 
She  would  not  doe  or  faye. 
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HEREAT  hir  huiband  was  right  glad 
That  flie  had  changde  her  mjmde. 
For  from  that  tjrme  unto  hir  death 

She  proved  both  good  and  kynde; 
Then  did  he  take  hir  firom  the  poaft» 

And  did  unbynde  hir  then; 
I  wold  al  Shrews  were  ferved  thus. 
All  good  wyves  fay— 


AMEN. 
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